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languages, that would be suspiciously like propaganda and would tend to rouse distrust. It almost made me an Esperanto convert, till I came to the complacent conclusion that English itself was already a key to half the world, and becoming ever more important. Let the foreigner learn English and the whole problem would be solved the lazy way.
The chorus of hate and discord was barely pianissimo in those days, but seated in that basement of Babel a dim, uneasy realisation came upon me. I had not seen the last of war, that disease of mankind more terrifying than cancer. The hospital buildings of the League of Nations began to look pitifully inadequate, the doctor-statesmen with their clashing opinions, cunning deceptions, nostrums and prejudices were so many witch-doctors warming up for a dance of death.
In those days I was cured of disbelief in scientific miracles. I went along one day to see an eccentric Scotsman called John Logic Baird, who claimed to have developed a method of transmitting and receiving moving pictures by radio. He called it television—a word much criticised by pedants because it mixed Greek and Latin. His method was an even greater mix-up of previous ideas, plus some of his own. It may be hard to say exactly what were Baird's original contributions to the discovery of television, but there is no question that he was the first man to demonstrate it. As one authority put it, "he flogged a picture" out of his primitive apparatus by sheer persistence, application, and single-mindedness.
Like John Reith he was also a Scottish minister's son. Both in appearance and method he was the inventor of fiction. He had a mop of untidy fair hair and spectacles, a soft voice with an attractive Scottish burr, and was perpetually experimenting with any improvised apparatus that came to hand. John Baird never made extravagant claims, and always answered the questions of the numerous sceptics dispassionately and patiently. But to the lay mind television bordered on the miraculous. Many insisted that Baird was mad and, though most thought him harmless, the story goes that on one occasion he was searched for a razor.